A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
the divisional commander's A.B.C. arrives.   'Clear
all these oddments away/ I tell him!
The brilliant librettist of The Maid of the
Mountains5 looks at me in blank astonishment!
Easier would it be for mountains to be moved!
But I see great danger. If it is true, I think, as it
quite well might be, that enemy patrols are at our
door, then three German private soldiers could
capture the entire staffs and signallers, in the cata-
combs, for there is only one narrow entrance and
no other means of exit, and the steps are steep.
I move my headquarters to some old huts and advise
others of their danger, and, in doing so, cross the
open under observed shell fire- The enemy is very
close. At -the moment of arrival at our new head-
quarters 5 which, although exposed to view perhaps
and undoubtedly vulnerable from the air, were not
a death trap, I received intelligence that the brigade
on our right had retired and that the guards on our
left were also coming back. We had received no
orders to move. It is now dark. We wait. I feel
sure there must have been orders issued for our
withdrawal as the guards are moving back, and they
never move back without orders.
I ask them. 'Yes, we received orders an hour ago/
says their brigade major. I send my own groom
with a personal letter asking for instructions and
point out the danger,
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